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What's no his ain he winna tak it,
What ance he says he winna break It j
Ought he can lend hell no refus't,
Till aft his guidness is abas'd ;
And rascals whyles that do him wrang7
Ev'n that^ he does na mind it lang;
As master? landlord, husband, father^
He "does na fail his part in either.

But then, nae thanks to him fora9 that;
Nae godly symptom ye can ca' that;
It's naething but a milder feature,
Of our poor, sinfu' corrupt nature:
Yell get the best o' moral works-,
3Mang black Gentoos and pagan Turks?
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi^
Wha never heard of orthodoxy.
That he's the poor man's friend in need,
The gentleman in word and deed,
It's no thro' terror of d-mn-tion ;
It's just a carnal inclination.

Morality, thou deadly bane,
Thy tens os thousands thou hast slain!
Vain is his hope, whose stay and trust is
In moral mercy, truth, and justice !